




Themfl lamentable Tragedy 

M v words would bandy her to my fwcet Love, • 

And his to me, but old fofkes many faine as they were dead, 
Unweildy, flow, heavie, and paleas lead. 

Enter Nurfe. 

O God fhe comes : O honey Nurfe what newes ? 

Haft thou met with him ? lend thy man away. 

Nurfe. Peter flay at the gate. 

Jul. Now good fweet Nurfe, O Lord why look ft thou lad » 
Though newes be fad, yet tell them merrily. 

]f good, thou fham’ft the Mulicke of fweet newes. 

By playing it to me with Co Come a face. 

Nurfe. I am weary, give me leave a while, 

Fyc how my bones ak:e, what a jaunt have I had ? 

Jul. I would thou hadft my bones, and I thy newes : 

Nay come, I pray thee Ipeake, good,good Nurfe lpeakc* 

Nurfe. Jefn what hafte ? can you not ftay a while ? 

Doe you not fee that I am out of breath ? 

jW.How art thou out of breath, when thou haft breath 
To fay to me that thou art out of breath ? 

The excufe that thou do'ft make in this delay. 

Is longer than the tale thou do'ft excufe. 

Is thy newes good or bad ? anlwere to that, 

Say either, and Tie ftay the circumftance, 

Let me be fatisfi’d, ift good or bad ? 

Nurfe. W ell, you have made a Ample choice , you know not: 
how to choofe a man : 7 \omeo> no not he , though his face be bet- 
ter than any mans, yet his le gge excels all mens > and for a hand 
and a foot and body, though they be not to be talkt on, yet they 
are paft compare : hee is not the flower ofcurtefie,but lie war- 
rant him as gentle as a Lambe : goe thy waies wench, ferve God, 
What? have you din'd at home? 

Jul. No, no, but all this did I know before, 

W hat fayes he of our marriage ? what of that ? 

Nur. Lord how my head akes. what a head have I ? 

It beats as it would fall in twenty pieces. 

Mybacke a tother fide, ah mybacke,mybacke, 

Bcfhrew your heart for fending me about, 
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of Romeo and J ulier . 

Tocatch my death with jaunting up and downe. 

Jul. Ifaith I am forry that thou art not well : 

Sweet Jvvcet, fweet Nurfe, tell me what laics my Lpve ? 

Nur. Your love fayes like an honeft Gentleman, 

And a courteous , and a kinde, and a handfome, 

And I warrant a vertuous : where is your mother ? 

Jul. Where is my mother ? why fhe is within ? where lhould 
{ hr be? 

How o dly thou replieft, 

Yonr Love fayes like an honeft Gentleman. 

Where is your Mother ? 

Nurfe. O Gods Lady deare. 

Are you lo hot ? marry come up I trow, 

Is this the poukis for my aking bones 
Hence-forward doe your melfages your felfe. 

Jul Here's liich a coile, come, what laies %omeo ? 

Nur. Have you got leave to goe to Ibrift to day ? 

Jul. I have. 

Nur. Then hie you hence to Frier Laurence Cell, 

There ftayes a husband to make you a wire : 

Now comes the wanton blood up in your cheekes. 

They'll be in fcarlet ftraight at any newes : 

Hie you to Church, I muft another way. 

To fetch a ladder, by the which your love 
Muft climbe a birds neft foone when it is darke. 

I am the drudge , and toile in your delight. 

But you fhall beare the burden foone at night. 

Goe, lie to dinner , hie you to the Cell. 

Jul. Hie to high forcune,honeft Nurfefarevvell. 

Exeunt.: 

Enter Frier and Romeo. 

Fri. So (mile the heavens upon this holy Aft, 

That after houres with forrow chide us not. 

%om. Amen, Amen : but come f whatforrow can. 

It cannot countervaile the exchange of joy 
That one fhort minute gives me in her fight : 

Doe thou but clofe our hands with holy words? > 

Then 
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